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	A Triforce of Prodigal Assholes

THE PRODIGAL ASSHOLE RETURNS AND THAT ASSHOLE IS ME!

Y'know, if you would've told me four score and however the fuck long ago that I would spend most of my time slamming myself against the inner walls of a sword and the rest of my time wallowing in self pity, I probably would've laughed. Hah fucking hah, right? Jokes on me, I'm fucked. At this point I don't even know why I try, every time I get close those fuckers tighten this damn seal. It's like they actually learned from their mistakes! Shocking! For fucks sake, at this rate the only way I'm getting out of this insanity inducing, claustrophobia creating, pathetic excuse for a sword would be for Hyrule to just straight up flood over. That'd be a fucking sight. It'd be ironic if out of everyone the entire Zora race ended up drowning. Oh fuck, I'd probably drown as well. Actually, fuck it, bring on the flood. My body is ready. Speaking of which, the seal on this cheap piece of crap is getting weak, I wonder when those two fucking kids are going to get here to fix it. It's always _those_ two. What I wouldn't give to have anyone fucking else show up. Seriously, at this point I'd genuinely give anything: limbs, life, virginity—which would actually help me out so bonus points—anything. I don't even know what I despise more at this point, the void of absolute nothingness that traps every fiber of my existence here or those two happy-go-fucking-lucky brats. Probably the brats. If there was a flood, who do you think would drown first, the hero or the princess? Trick question! No one is actually there. At least, not yet no one is. I'm surprised I haven't started hallucinating from the sheer agonizing loneliness of this fucking prison. At least a hallucination or two would be different, or at the very least decent company. Here's another good question, if I were to fuck a hallucination would that count as sex? Specifically if I was thoroughly convinced that the hallucination was actually real? Fuck it, I say it counts. Now the real question would be how to go about courting a hallucination. I mean, would it be easier or harder than courting real people? On one hand they'd belong to my brain, but on another hand they wouldn't actually be under my control, at least I think. Can you actually control a hallucination? Like lucid dreaming only lucid hallucinating—and the prodigal chump returns! Right on time too, this fucking seal's nearly broken. Now to just sit back and wait for my mind to deteriorate to the point of hallucination.

Any minute now.

And now.

Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, for fucks sake.

Du-duh, du-duh, du-du-du-du-duh, I'm singing the music box song, du-duh, du-duh, du-du-du-du-duh, pop goes the wind mage!

Okay, what the actual fuck?

Wait, hand's on the hilt, this is it, right? New method of resealing perhaps?

Holy fuck I'm moving! Nope, this is it! This is the hallucination I've been waiting for! Found my droids! My brain is actually convincing me that I'm being freed! Ha-hah, not today brain!

OH SHIT I'M ACTUALLY BEING FREED!

HA-FUCKING HAH I'M FREE! FUCK EVERYTING, FUCK EVERYONE, I'M OUT! I'M OUT I'M OUT I'M OUT! FUCK YOU FOUR LITTLE HERO BASTARDS! BOOM BITCH GET OUT THE WAY! Ha-hah! Look at those tight loving fucks fly! Freedom at last, finally I can actually stand and stretch and breathe and—oh good fuck I missed one. I don't remember an emo hero in the last battle. No matter, I'm up and I'm going to kick his fucking ass. I'm up and—nope, never mind, going down, going down hard.

So I might not kick his ass, but I puked all over his stupid little boots. So at least I have that.

Author's note:

This fic is unofficially brought to you by Smirnoff, it tastes like hospital but it gets the job done.
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